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After the Ball 


Author's Notes: 
Not a drabble, but written in response to a request by Summerlovesqueen and LondonBelle. | hope you like it 
The action in the story happens immediately after \"Formal.\" 


Alex walked back to the car, cursing himself out in his head. Why had he asked Geddy to sleep over? He had to 
stop that shit. It was getting dangerous. Every moment he spent with him was another moment closer to 
letting something slip, or worse yet, to just jumping on top of him. That remark Ged made about his "virtue," 
that had made him hot. He'd give his right arm to be the one to relieve him of his virginity, but of course, 
that would never happen. It was funny, the other guys usually made fun of Geddy, calling him a fag, but in 
reality he was the one who couldn't get the thought of making out with another dude out of his head. 


Geddy and his date were sitting quietly in the backseat. They didn't seem to have hit it off any better than 
Alex and his date had, which Alex had to admit gave him a little twinge of satisfaction and relief. He knew it 
was inevitable that one day Geddy would meet a girl and fall in love with her, but he hoped that day would 


come later rather than sooner. 


Alex got behind the wheel, then turned to face the pair. "Hey, anybody wanna sit up here with me? | feel kinda 
like the chauffeur." 


Hl sit with you, Lerxst." Geddy speedily got out of the backseat and sat up front, causing his date to shoot 
him a very sour look. He's just being a good friend Don't read anything more into if, thought Alex. He had to be a 
little careful with his heart, because he knew how bad it was going to hurt when it got broken. 


They drove to Geddy's date's house through the grey Toronto slush. Alex pulled up to the curb in front of a 
neat little split level. Geddy made to get out of the car, but his date growled "Don't bother." She slammed the 
car door behind her and stomped up to her house as best as she could on her high heels. When she reached 
her front door, she faced them briefly, gave them the finger, then went into the house. 


Geddy turned to Alex, a wry grin on his face. "Well, that went well. Do you think she'll convert when we get 


married?" 


Alex laughed. He had the reputation for being a joker, but Geddy could make him laugh harder than anyone else 
could. It felt so good to be with him. He put the car into drive and headed toward his house. 


FOIA EE EEE E Re 

Geddy was feeling nervous. He almost wished that he hadn't taken Alex up on his offer of a sleepover. For one 
thing, he didn't have pajamas or a toothbrush with him. For another, he didn't feel all that secure letting his 
guard down around Alex. What if he did or said something that would give his secret away? It was bad enough 
to have to see him with this girl or that one. If he told, Alex would probably bust him in the face, or worse, 


never speak to him again. 


He fidgeted in his seat as they pulled into the Zivgjinoviés' driveway. "Lerxst? Maybe | should just go home. | 
don't have anything to sleep in" 


In the glow of the car's dome light, he saw Alex give him a strange look. Then he shook his head slightly, as if 
to clear it. "That's okay, Ged. You can wear a pair of my pajamas. They'll be a little big on you, but | think it'll 


work." 
"0-okay, Alex." 


Alex smiled broadly and clapped him on the shoulder. "Attaboy. Now let's get inside before the neighbors start 
to think that we're making out out here." Almost as if he couldn't believe what he'd just said, Alex blushed a 
deep crimson, then laughed heartily. 


Geddy laughed along, but he didn't really feel it. Well, now I know, I guess. He thinks its all a big joke, he thought, 
miserably. Hoping that his sadness wouldn't show, he trudged into the house behind Alex. 


JE III RIE 
Oh, my God, why did I say that? Alex thought. That was just about the dumbest thing Ive ever done. He didn't 


know what was wrong with him. He'd just blurted out that line about making out with Geddy, mostly to keep 
himself from suggesting that maybe he didn't need to wear anything to bed at all. Smooth move, Žvojnovíć 


The pair tiptoed into Alex's house. He hadn't called ahead to let his mom and dad know that Geddy was sleeping 
over, but he knew it wouldn't be a problem. Geddy was always welcome in their house, and they'd even taken 


to calling him their second son. They wouldn't be surprised to see him at the breakfast table. 

They crept up the stairs and into Alex's room, and Alex shut the door quietly behind them and flicked on the 
light. He cringed, wishing that he'd maybe picked up a little bit. On the other hand, the mess was nothing Geddy 
wasn't used to. He was kind of a neat freak, but he never got on Alex's case for being a slob. 

He wove his way around the piles of clothes on the floor and opened up his dresser drawer. He pulled a pair of 
checkered flannel pajamas out and tossed them to Geddy, who caught them nimbly. Geddy started to loosen his 
tie, and Alex turned his back, both to give him privacy and to prevent him from noticing the hard-on that had 
risen to half-mast at the thought of him getting undressed. He poked around in one of the piles until he found 


a reasonably clean pair of pajamas for himself, then got changed. 


When he turned around, Geddy was buttoning up the pajama top and blushing fiercely. He's so shy around me 
lately, Alex thought. / hope he doesnt suspect anything 


Geddy yawned dramatically. "Wow, man, l'm beat. What do you say to hitting the sack?" 
"Sure, sure. Why don't you take my bed? I'll pull up a piece of floor.” 
"Are you sure? You don't have to --" 


"Yeah, I'm sure. No one should have to sleep on top of my dirty socks. That's considered a war crime under 


the Geneva Convention" 

Geddy smiled bashfully. "Thanks, Lerxst:" 

"Don't mention it." 

Geddy lay down on Alex's bed and curled under the covers. Alex went to his closet and rummaged around until 
he found his sleeping bag, then pushed some books and papers out of the way and spread it out next to the 
bed. He walked over to the light switch and turned out the light, then unzipped the sleeping bag and tried to 
make himself comfortable. 

"G'night, Dirk." 


"Night, Lerxst" 


FEE EE E E E E E WE E FE E E E WE WE WE KE RE 


Geddy was in heaven and in hell at the same time. The soft flannel caressed his skin, and he thought about 
how the last flesh it had touched belonged to Alex. As he rolled over in the bed, the sheets released Alex's 
familiar peppery scent. It was almost like being touched all over his body by the one he ached to have touch 


him. 


He bit down on his knuckle to stifle a moan. He was as hard as a brick. He wanted desperately to find relief, 
but if Alex caught him jerking off in his bed, wearing his clothes.. Well, there'd be no other choice. He'd have to 
leave the country. Immediately. And move to Pago Pago, if that was far away enough. Change his name to 


Leroy. Grow a beard. Speak in a French accent at all times. 


His plans for his life in exile preoccupied him until he felt himself drifting off to sleep. He immediately fell into 


an erotic dream. 


His dream took place in a tent in the middle of the desert, just like that corny Sheik movie that had been on 
television the Sunday before. There was a giant pile of silk cushions in the corner, and on that pile of cushions 
lay Alex, resplendent in satin robes. Geddy looked down and saw, to his humiliation, that he was naked. Naked 


and obviously aroused. He opened his mouth to stammer an explanation to his friend. 
"Alex, it's not what it looks like, | --" 


Alex put his finger to his lips in a shushing gesture, then beckoned to him. Geddy felt his feet move inexorably 
toward him, and soon he was lying on the cushions, too. Alex pulled him close and kissed him roughly. Geddy 
cried out as Alex's hand wandered down to his erection and began to tug it, hard and fast. Alex pressed against 


him, and Geddy could feel that he was aroused, too. 


Even in his dreams, Geddy couldn't last long. He felt his hips start to thrust as his climax built. His back 
arched, and he felt his own heat gush from his body. Calmed by the release of tension, his slumber deepened, 
and the dream faded as he floated into velvet nothingness. 


JOO Re 

Alex was nearly asleep when he heard a whimpering sound come from his bed. Worried that something might 
be wrong with his dearest friend, he sat up and leaned in, peering into the darkness. At that moment, Geddy 
rolled onto his back, and the blankets tented up over his crotch. fuck, he's having a sex dream, Alex thought. His 
own erection, which had faded a bit, sprang back to full life. 


Alex had never wanted to touch someone so badly in his life, but he knew that if he did, he'd almost certainly 
wake Geddy, and that would be hard to talk his way out of. "Oh, Jeez, sorry, Ged. | just thought I'd. give you a 
hand.. so to speak." Nope, that just wouldn't do. He'd have to settle for touching himself instead. 


He watched, fascinated, as Geddy's mouth parted and the tip of his tongue darted out to moisten his lips. His 
every nerve ending burned, sharing this moment of building ecstasy with his secret love. He closed his eyes 
and imagined it was Geddy who was touching him, and that he was responsible for the obvious pleasure Geddy 
was feeling. Heaving breaths filled the air in the tiny, fetid bedroom. 


Oh, God, tuck, yeah, Geddy. Just Ike that. Mmmm, fuck, that feels so good. He heard a sharp gasp, and his eyes 
flew open to see Geddy, his back arched, eyelids clenched tight, an expression of mingled strain and bliss on his 
beautiful porcelain face. Oh, fuck, he's coming.. He's coming in my bed It was the final nudge Alex needed to be 
pushed over the edge. He bit his lip hard to keep from crying out as his cock spasmed in his hand and come 
splattered over his belly. He watched as Geddy's body relaxed and he rolled onto his side, snuggling into the 
covers, snoring softly. Drowsily, Alex got up and changed his clothes, then crawled back into his sleeping bag 
and tumbled into sleep. 


UREE EEEE EEEE EE EEEE EE E E 

Geddy woke the next morning in a panic, the sticky mess in his underwear reminding him instantly of the wet 
dream from the night before. What if stuff had gotten on Alex's pajamas? Oh, shit. What am I going to say? 
Maybe | can just wear them home, and then HI wash them myself. He immediately rejected the thought. It would 
be weird for him to walk home in broad daylight in a pair of checkered pajamas. Maybe I could say | peed the 
bed? No, no, that's even worse. As he stewed, he realized that Alex was awake and looking over at him and 


smiling. 
"Good morning, Ged. What's the matter? You look worried" 


He took a deep breath, then decided to bite the bullet. "God, its embarrassing, but |, uh, had a dream and, uh..." 
He could feel his cheeks burning. "I think | might have messed up your clothes and maybe your sheets. l'm 


sorry." 
To his surprise, Alex's mild and pleasant expression didn't change. "Don't feel bad, Ged. That happens to me 
sometimes, too. Let me get you some clean underwear, okay? You can wear a pair of my jeans and a sweater 


home, too. You'll be more comfortable that way.’ 


Geddy felt himself blush yet again, even as he felt himself stir at the thought of wearing a pair of Alex's 
undershorts. He might have to hold onto those for a while. 


Alex handed him a pair of plaid boxer shorts. "Here you go. Hey, who was the girl?" 
"Pardon?" 
‘In your dream, who was the girl? Sophia Loren or somebody?" 


Geddy opened and shut his mouth a few times before he could answer. "Nah, nah, it was.. A blond. Kind of like 


‘| Dream of Jeannie." 
Alex grinned. "Oh, more of a Barbara Eden type, huh?" 


"Yah, something like that." 


"Ladykiller." 
Geddy grabbed a pillow and whacked Alex with it. "Shut up, you're just jealous." 


"Maybe | am, Ged, maybe | am. Now hurry up and get dressed, it smells like Mom's cooking pancakes. I'm gonna 


go take a piss." 


Alex turned away and exited the room, leaving Geddy to blow a kiss at his retreating back. 


